Make Me Bigger 
Part 1 - Slim to Thick 


Knocking on her friend’s door, Gina had no idea regarding what she wanted to say. She knew 
what she wanted... somewhat, but she still wasn't entirely sure on how to express it. 

“I’m here to get fa- No, too direct” She thought “You’re going to help me gain weig-! No 
no no, too mean”. 

Her belly rumbled while she planned her words. Maybe she had jumped the gun a little 
by skipping breakfast that morning, though hopefully this would be the last time she felt this 
hungry for a while. The door in front of her opened without a warning, startling her as she had 
momentarily forgotten where she was. 

“Gina!” Her wolf friend, Sally, greated her “It’s great to see you!” 

She immediately stepped out and hugged Gina's slim figure, being mere inches away 
from touching her bones. Gina paused before returning the gesture, still practicing her 
explanatory monologue inside her tiny peanut brain. 

“So, what do | owe this suprise visit from a cute fox to?” Asked Sally. 

“Oh! Well, Uhh” 

Gina’s brain immediately shut off. 

“Do you remember that talk we had the other day, while having dinner?” 

“The one about your fur not being as good looking as mine?” 

“NO! No... The one about my... my weight?” 

Sally’s eyes opened as wide as a full moon, understanding where Gina was going. 

“You want me to help you get fat!” She shouted on an uncontrolled wave of excitement. 

“LET'S TALK ABOUT THIS INSIDE, SHALL WE?” Gina screamed, lowering her head 
and around the empty street to see if anyone heard Sally's scream. 

“Oh, yeah, sure, come in”. 

They both stepped inside, with Sally closing the door behind her. 

“Aaaaaaa, I’m so happy for you! Chasing your dreams!” Sally continued. 

“| don’t know if I’d call it that...” Answered Gina, still a little embarrassed, though feeling 
strange warmth inside her chest from the support her friend was already supplying. 

Sally smiled, feeling legitimate pride in her friend; after Gina told her that she was 
thinking about maybe gaining some extra pounds, and after she nominated herself as her 
“weight gain coach”, she knew it was only a matter of time before Gina came to her. 

“So, do you have anything in mind?” Gina asked. 

Sally smiled once again, now looking at her friend up and down to get a good idea of the 
starting point. 

“How much do you like those clothes?” She asked. 

“These?” Answered Gina, looking at her plain colored blue shirt and jeans “I mean, 
they're alright, though they don’t mean anything to me”. 

“Cool, cool... So, I’m not gonna lie, I’ve been thinking about this for a while now, and | 
think | have the perfect diet for you to plump up.” 

Gina blushed, but she didn’t interrupt Sally. 


“How about you crash at my place for, lets say, six months. I'll give you a diet, as well as 
an exercise routine that keeps you active but doesn’t stop you from gaining some mass. That 
way | can constantly monitor your health and stuff. What do ya’ say?” 

Gina inclined her head, thinking. She knew Sally had a comfy guest room, and that she 
was one of the best nutritionists she had the pleasure of knowing, but staying away from her 
place for that long seemed crazy. Also, it wasn't like she hated being slim thaaaaaaaat much, 
right? Maybe wanting to be fat was just another one of those crazy, weird ideas that crossed her 
mind, and she didn't really want it. Yeah, that was it, just a crazy idea not worth looking into! 

Gina opened her mouth, ready to say “You know what? On a second thought... No” 
when her stick of a belly gently grumbled. Then, Gina looked to her side. Sally had a mirror set 
up, and she could see herself from the head to her shoes. She looked at herself and felt like a 
standing stick; skinny, flat, and boring. Her reflection didn’t make her feel anything beyond a 
weird sense of unease. She was... too small. 

She swallowed her fear away, looked at her friend straight in the eyes, and said: 

“Alright. Let's do it.” 

“YES!” Sally celebrated “You wont regret it, | promise!” 

She hugged Gina again. 

“I'll start drafting a diet. Meanwhile, you can go to the guest’s room and make yourself at 
home! You can stay there while | prepare lunch and-” 

“Woah, wait” Interrupted Gina “I need to go home and grab some stuff.” 

“Like?” 

“Well, clothes, for starters.” 

“Oh, right! | forgot to tell you, no changing clothes allowed!” 

“WHAT?!” 

“It's to keep a better track of your progress! You can take them off when you shower, of 
course, but you have to put the same stuff on afterwards!” 

“Ugh... Alright, I'll do it. Though | do need my laptop.” 

“You can use the computer in the guest’s room, if you want. It's not like anyone’s using 


Gina paused. 

“Alright, sure, it should do.” 

Sally paused, trying to hide her excitement and failing horribly. 

“Okay, okay!” She said “I'll start drafting your diet now, so I'll be going to the kitchen to 
write stuff down and then probably go to the market and then cook and then call you for lunch 
and then-!” 

She left the living room while still rambling on, leaving Gina alone. She smiled, looking 
back at the mirror. 

“| hope this is worth it” She said to herself. 

She took a step towards the guest’s room before stopping herself, looking back at the 
mirror. 

“Why not?” She thought, reaching into her pocket to take her phone and snap a picture "| 
wonder how much that'll change" 


